Bow Windows

eaten whitebait in this diningroom? For, here, the fish dinners of
Greenwich were served, and now it is the studio of a painter. The
bow windows of Clovelly or of Robin Hood's Bay; the one, hung
with fuchsias, the other, giving on the cliff where jet was found.
The bow window of a village shop, in any village, under a
thatched roof, where jasmine and honeysuckle are entwined and
lilies and clematis are growing. The bow window of Mr. Pol-
lock's Juvenile and Theatrical Toy Warehouse, down in Hoxton,
with spangled prints and miniature theatres hanging in the win-
dow. The bow windows of parades and terraces, each whole house
bow windowed, with that odd effect, as in the squares of Brighton,
that each building is a microcosm of the human race, that the
garden in the square may be yellow with laburnum, and that the
fourth or open end of this enclosure is the ocean with its limitless
horizon. The bow windows upon the cliffs, where the air smells of
clover in the summer, looking down upon the sea; but, all the
winter there is the rattling of window panes. Bow windows of the
Monstrosities, taking us into the homes of everyone of them. An
art which we should have studied at Weymouth or at Brighton,
and that has its culmination in the seaside pier. It has no equivalent
in other lands, but like the parade or the circus is only found in
England. The one exception is the town of Hanover, owing to its
connecting links with England, and here an architect whose name
I have forgotten built houses, between 1820 and 1840, overlook-
ing a public garden and near the long avenue that led to Herren-
hausen, with bow windows and caryatids in a ckssical version of
the English style. We may think, there, that the Duke of Cumber-
land drove past, become Ernst August and King of Hanover on
the death of his brother William IV, his equipage being one of the
splendid carriages from Herrenhausen, perhaps the closed Berlin
painted maroon with the Royal arms upon it, his outriders wear-
ing the Royal livery of England, and drawn by the cream Han-
overian ponies. We see his red face and choleric whiskers and his
blank blue eyes of race. That same Duke of Cumberland who is
familiar from the London  caricatures. The bow window, in
intention and origin was a sunparlour. It was to trap the sunlight
A purpose that gives it pathos in the pall of smoke.

For let that, now, descend and we have the London fog. In
looking at ScharPs drawing of the Strand, which has inspired us,

261